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For information, inquiries, or to send condolences to the traumatized shrub, contact: 

Gail Robin Raes  (Author, Wife of Bruno, and Unofficial Mediator Between Humans and Plants)
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(By Gail Raes — Author, Wife, and Long-Suffering Witness)

Every book begins with an idea.
Some begin with inspiration.
Some with imagination.
And some — like this one — begin with a very tall shrub and a husband who reacts to HOA mail like it’s a national emergency.
Yes... this story is based on a real event.

One ordinary afternoon, Bruno and I opened our mailbox and found what looked like a polite piece of junk mail. Instead, it was a Courtesy Violation Notice from our Homeowners Association, complete with full-color photographs of the offending pink oleander, angles worthy of CSI, and the dreaded line:

“0004 – Landscape Maintenance Noncompliance: Shrub exceeds five feet in height.”

Well.

You would’ve thought they’d accused him of treason.

Within seconds, Bruno transformed into Larry David on a landscaping meltdown.  He marched outside, tape measure in hand, muttering accusations at the oleander like it had personally betrayed him.

I stood there watching, thinking: “Oh no... he’s going to turn this into a saga.”

Sure enough, I started scribbling a little humorous story — just a few pages — about Bruno’s dramatic war with the shrub and the imaginary HOA police force known as the Department of Lawn Order.

I read it aloud to him.

He laughed so hard he had tears in his eyes.
Then he sent it to all his friends.
Then they laughed.
Then they sent it around.
And that was the moment I knew:

Oh dear... I’m going to have to turn this into a real book, aren’t I?

So I did.

I expanded the story, added every ounce of neighborhood charm, community chaos, and HOA-style drama I could muster.

Then, with the help of my creative partner (and endless comedic muse), I created custom watercolor illustrations of Bruno — dramatic expressions and all — exactly as portrayed in this book.

What began as a funny little side project turned into a full-color comedy adventure starring the man who takes a shrub violation as personally as a tax audit.

This book is my gift to him.
A surprise.
A celebration of his humor, his heart, and his heroic battle against HOA bureaucracy.
And honestly?

The HOA couldn’t make this stuff up better if they tried.

So, wherever you’re reading — cozy at home, sipping wine, or hiding behind your own unruly bush — welcome to the wild, ridiculous world of:

The Grand Slammer, the Shrub Squad, and My Husband, the Accidental Outlaw.

Enjoy the ride.
And trim responsibly.— Gail
HOA DISCLAIMER

(Required per Section 0004½ of the Department of Lawn Order)

The events depicted in this book are a dramatization of actual shrub-related incidents that occurred within The Grand.

No oleanders were permanently harmed in the writing of this story, though several were trimmed, measured, judged, and emotionally shaken.

Any resemblance to real HOA officers, citizens on patrol, pickleball enthusiasts, or clipboard-wielding residents is entirely intentional.

This book has not been reviewed, approved, endorsed, or tolerated by the HOA in any capacity.

Please note: Reading this book does not exempt you from shrub regulations, height restrictions, or emotional distress caused by unsolicited Courtesy Violation Notices.

Trim responsibly.  Laugh freely.
And remember — the HOA is always watching.
NOTICE: Failure to laugh while reading may result in noncompliance penalties.
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Repeat Offender & Life in The Grand
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Bruno’s Point of View

Ladies and gentlemen, if you are reading this, I may already be gone...

Gone to The Grand Slammer, that is.

Now don’t get ahead of yourselves—I’m still alive and kicking. But do I have a story to tell.

Picture me standing at the front of a support-group circle.

“Hello, my name is Bruno, and I am a repeat offender,” I say, nodding solemnly.

A few imaginary people mutter “Hi, Bruno.”

“And this,” I continue dramatically, “is my third strike. And we all know what that means... right?”

Welcome to life in The Grand.

Now, mind you, I live in The Grand. That’s right—formerly known as Sun City Grand, back when things were simpler, neighbors minded their own business, and no one mistook a clipboard for a crown and themselves as the king of the cul-de-sac.

But apparently, Sun City Grand didn’t sound fancy enough. Too retirement. Not enough luxury lifestyle magazine.

So they rebranded—for extra flair and maximum pretentiousness.

Now it’s The Grand—a name that oozes gated elegance... despite there being no actual gate. Just lots of rules, lots of clipboards, and lots of people eagerly watching for violations like it’s an Olympic sport.

Because here in The Grand, we don’t just live.
We comply.
My first offense? Replacing my garage doors.

I dared—dared—to upgrade them. After 45 years in the garage door industry, I wasn’t about to settle for some flimsy, cookie-cutter contraptions. No sir. I installed the best garage doors known to man.

We're talking steel—reinforced with foamed-in-place polyurethane insulation, an upgraded steel backer, and engineered for high performance and record-breaking R-values. These babies can handle an Arizona summer like a champ. When it’s 120 degrees outside, my garage stays cooler than a cold beer.

They’re sleek. They’re sturdy. They’re built to last, by golly.

And apparently, they’re also offensive—according to the HOA.

In a normal world, you pick a door, install the door, step back, admire the door. Maybe crack a beer. End of story.

But this is The Grand.

Here, before you’re even allowed to admire a door, you must first consult the Sacred Rules—also known as the HOA-issued paint swatch of Approved Colors.

It is treated with the same reverence as the Ten Commandments.
Thou shalt not deviate, not even slightly. Thou shalt not question the swatch.
It’s all part of what I now refer to as: The Ten Commandments of Compliance.

My new doors arrived powder-coated in a beautiful, lifetime-guaranteed almond shade. Lifetime guaranteed, as long as you never paint over it—because that would void the warranty and summon the garage door gods.

Now, was the color an exact match to the approved swatch?

Well... it was close.
Very close.
Close enough depending on the angle... the lighting... the weather... the time of day... and possibly the moon cycle.
I became obsessed.

I studied that door throughout the day like a man tracking a solar eclipse. Morning sun? Almond. Afternoon glare? Still almond. Sunset? Definitely almond-ish. I checked it again after dinner. I checked it barefoot. I checked it in socks with sandals, just to be thorough.

At one point, Gail caught me squinting at the door with the paint swatch held up like I was calibrating a NASA landing sequence.

Because in The Grand, your garage door isn’t just a door.
It’s a risk.
And apparently... a future violation.

“Gail!” I called out at 8 a.m. “Does it match?”

“Depends on the light,” she replied.

At noon: “Gail!”

“Mmm... close.”

At dusk: “Gail!” 

“Bruno, its fine.”

And honestly? I thought so too. Surely with nearly 10,000 homes in The Grand, nobody was going to come check my garage doors with a forensic kit.

BOY.
WAS.
I.
WRONG.
One month later—Violation Notice.

Apparently, “close enough” is not a phrase that exists in the HOA dictionary.

So, being the law-abiding homeowner that I am (stop laughing), I took the sacred swatch to the official paint store and bought the $30-a-gallon official “approved” color.

Then I did what any stubborn, sunburned man with a paintbrush and something to prove would do: I painted both garage doors myself. A 16’ x 7’ and an 8’ x 7’—two entire doors. In July. In Arizona. I practically sweat-coded the HOA compliance manual into every stroke.

Hours later, I stood back, proud and exhausted.

Gail walked outside, looked at the garage, tilted her head, and said, “I thought you were going to paint them?”

I stood there dripping sweat, brush still in hand, and she didn’t even notice I already had.

Naturally, the HOA inspector returned, squinted at the doors, held up his swatch like a detective comparing fingerprints, and declared, “You didn’t paint them.”

“Oh yes I did,” I said, puffing up like a lizard squaring off with a hungry roadrunner.

He argued.
I insisted.
I produced the actual paint can with the correct name on it.
Still, he claimed the doors did not precisely match his swatch. At this point it was about to become a duel at dawn. I squared my shoulders. He muttered something under his breath—could’ve been a huff, could’ve been a “screw you,” could’ve been “I’ll be back.”

Whatever it was, peace in our neighborhood was restored.  Temporarily.

The Mail Incident

Retrieving the mail is one of life’s simple joys now that I’m retired. Even junk mail brings satisfaction—I get to toss it straight into the recycling with triumphant flair.

But one afternoon, I spotted a typed envelope from Sun City Grand Homeowners Association.

Suspicious, because they were still using the old envelopes—not the new ones that say The Grand. If it were official, wouldn’t they use the new stationery?

I went inside, grabbed my fancy letter opener from my realtors, The Cameron’s, a gift when I bought the house, and sliced into what would become my second offense.

Inside the envelope?

Color photos of my oleander shrub.

My first thought: Great, now pink flowers must not be an approved color. I’ll have to go out there and paint each blossom.

Not happening.

But no—the blooms were fine. The problem?
The shrub had exceeded its legal height.
I blinked at the letter.
Legal height?
For a shrub?
Front yard: regulated.
Back yard: also regulated—because golfers on the course can apparently see everything, even things they’re not looking at.
I’d heard horror stories: my neighbors Dennis and Michelle were cited for trimming their palm trees incorrectly.

So I trimmed the shrub, humming “Another One Bites the Dust,” using my hedge clippers as an emotional support instrument.
I was CERTAIN they’d never return.
The Grand Bill of Rights

Then I remembered the inspector muttering something when he left.

Probably “I’ll be back,” Schwarzenegger-style.

So I took before-and-after photos “for future legal proceedings.” I even read the entire 3-ring binder of Grand rules and regulations. It’s practically a law degree.

Feeling empowered, I decided to write The Grand Residents’ Bill of Rights.
Thomas Jefferson would have been proud.
Maybe.
The Third Strike

Fast forward about a year.

One blistering 120-degree afternoon, I checked the mail and saw a brand-new official envelope—this time using the correct, updated “The Grand” stationery.

Inside?

My third violation.
The oleander. Again.
It had grown an inch or
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